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To A Lady 

I roamed the voids within my sunless brain to find you, 
To plumb your sunken stare veiled in repose; 
I longed — and strove with fitful garland to remind you 
Of days dead ; for in the wintry towers that you willed I was morose, 
And heard only syllables, forever gone, and saw only ashes. 

My soul soared to thin regions of the air, 
And rolled rudderlessly days beyond the clouds, 
And sank passionately past chasms in the clouds; 
But because your lips are mute, she now wanders in despair, — 
She clamorously follows you to the retreating bowers, 
And calls again among these places that were ours, 
Among dream-contorted branches, among flowers. 

The wine I gulped in sorrow the long night, ? 

When deep in moan 

I strove to disengage the spirit from the flesh, 
I drank because your lips are stone, 

Because I sought to veil your polished eyes, and blot the stare 
Away; but in the cruel morning light 

I was morose alone; .■■';• 

I watched, in utter desolation soaring, the bitter disc flare 
Upon a wilderness of stone, 
And heard but a name, syllabled— alas ! no more ; saw only misery. 

Enrique Cross. 
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